CHAPTER XIII
A ROOM ON THE VIEW
rriHE fourth Sunday after Easter. The belfries, from this side
X of the pension, sounded quite far away; melodious and
nice. . . . The too-brilliant stars had brought unexpected
showers and misted our view, but the sun came out so glori-
ously after lunch that we captured a good-natured cabby and
had a giro, all the way round Siena's walls and indigestible
windings. (It was a grand giro, and led to a streak of luck.)
Our horse was relievingly good, our driver fervid but kind;
he flourished his whip over alleyways and bade us admire-
and saw to it that we did admire; pointing out an entrance,
a banner-holder, a vista of arches, and looking down at us
till we produced the proper exclamations. The Via Galluzza
is excessive with arches; falls downhill enchantingly, with
ironwork and lanterns; our horse wished to stand for some
minutes at the head of the Via Galluzza. . . . Very much of
an egotist, this big bay horse, who wore scarlet bandages, white
knee-caps, and a feather a yard long trembling between his
ears; if a fly attacked him there was no rest till that fly was
disposed of, at corners he wished to turn this way or that and
had to be loudly remonstrated with.
"I don't like my water-cap to have so much psychology!"
whimsically remarked Babs; for we were used to Nicolette's
wordless docility.
But the beauty of Siena's old walls, and what was beyond
them, was past all thinking. Sun and shadow, pale greens and
pinks and gentle blues; cypresses on a monastery hill, gardens
and gardens.
We looked out of one town gate after another, saw Siena's
fountains, and the heavenly view beyond; entered the town
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